THE IRON PUDDLER

"Then, why did you give that lecture on
corned beef and make those strong fellows
all sick at the stomach while yoa enjoyed your
own dinner?"

"I didn't know it would disturb them so.
Besides I wanted to keep them from getting
sick later."

"Well, they prefer to have their health now,
and wait for their sickness until later on. You
are doing no man a favor by making him
sick when he is feeling well. If God is willing
for them to be well, and they want to be well,
and the only thing that keeps them from being
well is you, aren't you afraid that they will
pile on to you and knock the daylights out of
you?"

"I am really working for their good."

"Then you want their stomachs to have
what agrees with them?"

"Certainly."

"Well, 111 tell you something, then. Water
doesn't always agree with the stomach as well
as beer does. You never worked at terrific
muscular exertion handling white-hot iron
in a mill like this. You haven't got the mus-
cles to do it, and I doubt if you've got the
heart. You can not know the condition a
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learned that he was hitting at the monotony
